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gave him an imaginative element which the English-
man in him liberated entirely from the German
prescriptive limitations, while there was just enough
of the German poet in him to give his design a
sentiment which was entirely lacking in the English
figure painting of that day. He painted in both oil
and water-color, with a facility of design I have
never known surpassed, making at a single sitting,
and without a model, a drawing with many figures.
He was at the moment I knew him engaged in
illustrating Grimm's stories, for a paltry compensa-
tion, but, as it seemed to me, in a spirit the most
completely concordant with the stories of all the
illustrations I have ever seen of that folk-lore.

Wehnert had several sisters, who had been accus-
tomed to a certain ease in life, and to maintain this
all his efforts and those of a bachelor brother were
devoted, to the sacrifice of his legitimate ambitions;
he was overworked with the veriest hack-work of
his profession, and I never knew him but as a jaded
man. He was a graduate of Gottingen, widely
read and well taught in all that related to his art as
well as in literature, and I used to sit much with him
while he worked, and most of my evenings were
passed in the family. The sisters were women who
had been of the world, clever, accomplished, and with
a restricted and most interesting circle of friends;
but over the whole family there rested an air of
tragic gravity, as if of some past which could never
be spoken of and into which I never felt inclined to
inquire. Among the memories of my first stay in
